Passed through his amorous fancy, night by night.

As who might take a mirror polished bright

And set it in the common market-place

And then should see full many a figure pace

Within the mirror; just in that same wise

Did January within his thought surmise

Of maidens whom he dwelc in town beside,

He knew not where his fancy might abide.

For if the one have beauty of her face,

Another stands so in the people's grace

For soberness and for benignity,

That all the people's choice she seems to be;

And some were rich and had an evil name.

Nevertheless, half earnest, half in game,

He fixed at last upon a certain one

And let all others from his heart be gone,

And chose her on his own authority;

For love is always blind and cannot see.

And when in bed at night, why then he wrought

To portray, in his heart and in his thought,

Her beauty fresh and her young age, so tender,

Her middle small, her two arms long and slender,

Her management full wise, her gentleness,

Her womanly bearing, and her seriousness.

And when to her at last his choice descended,

He thought that choice might never be amended.

For when he had concluded thus, egad,

He thought that other men had wits so bad

It were impossible to make reply .

Against his choice, this was his fantasy.

His friends he sent to, at his own instance,

And prayed them give him, in this wise, pleasance,

That speedily they would set forth and come:

He would abridge their labour, all and some.

He need not more to walk about or ride,

For he'd determined where he would abide.

Placebo came, and all his friends came soon,
And first of all he asked of them the boon
That none of them an argument should make
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